The simple way to
keep your baby well

See that your baby gets enough fresh
air, sleeps a certain number of hours
each day, wears the right clothes, and
gets the proper food. Then you will
have a well baby, a happy baby, a
rosy, dimpled baby.

If, in spite of all your loving care, baby loses
weight, grows pale and restless, he is not
getting the right food. A well nourished’
baby is seldom sick.

Nurse your baby if you can. If your milk
fails, do not give him cow's milk—the milk
intended for strong little calves, not for your
delicate baby. Give baby the safe substitute
—s0 like mother's milk that he will never
know the difference—

NestlesFood

Nestlé’s is pure, rich milk from healthy cows,
milked in clean dairies, purified and changed
so that the tiniest, frailest baby can digest it.
The heavy, tough curd is made soft and
fleecy as in mother's milk, and the special
things your baby needs to build a healthy
little body are added. Just add cold water
and boil, and it is ready for your baby.

Send for our “Better Babies” Chart

It tells you all you should know about your
baby—how much he should weigh, how big
his head should be, what his chest, arms
and legs should measure,
when he should begin to |
teeth, walk and talk. It
tells you how to keep your
baby well, how to make
him a “Better Baby."

Send the Coupon today for
the ''Better Babies'' Chart,
our helpful Book for mothers,
and a big free sample box of
Nestle' s—enough for 12
fudmgc. Don’t deiay. Your
baby's future health depends
on the Food you give him now.

NESTLE'S FOOD COMPANY
237 Broadway, New York

Please send me, FREE, your Book and Trial
Package.
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WILBUR'S PLACE IN THE SUN

a nickel shield, “I saw the place all lighted
up, thought there must bu a dinner party
on, and just mullul in.

“Huh!" savs I, "Somewhat fishy, Brother,
Whao found those footprints in the slush for
the ladies?”

“T did,” savs he.

“Couliln’t have heen some you'd made
vourself, eh?” savs [

“You saw the heel marks, didn’t you?”
sayvs he, “1 have on rubbers, you see, "

“Y g-¢-os,” says I, inspectin® ‘'em thought-
ful. “Take 'em off.’

“But—hut look here!” “Why
should I—"

“Take 'em off!" [ orders snappy, and helps
him with the operation,

And 1 finds the soles of his shoes damp
and muddy.

“Well?" says 1.

“T—1 \\':1:-:r1't wearing the rubbers at first,

vou see,” he explains,  *I had them in my
pocket, But I put them on before I came
through the gates, If you don't helieve
what I say, though—why I'll be going, 1
ruess,”
“Not yet,” says Twombley-Crane, “You
came in here and told a cock-and-bull story
about seeing a burglar, frightened the ladies,
and led them about in an absurd chase
through the grounds. Now I don't believe
a word of your tale—not a word, Sir!”

“Nor I," puts in the C ountess. “My
jewels were perfectly safe all the time. And
my feet are soaking. I'vea good notion to
shake you, you wretch!”

“What if the fellow's a burglar himself?"”
suggests Cousin Kemp.

“He ought to be put in jail, at least,’
Sister Ann decided.

Things was lookin' squally for the gent,
and he was shrinkin' down nervous in his
chair as they groups threatenin' around him,
when I interferes.

“First off,” says I, “you ladies ought to
go change your shoes a.nd stockin's, or you'll
all have double pneumonia, Le‘ue him to
me and see \\!mt I can pump out.”

“Be careful,” says Mrs. Twombley-Crane,

“He may be a =lva|u:ratc character,

“Oh, he's all of that,” says I, glmnin' at
the gent. “Ain't you, now? Cum{-. let's po
off somewhere where you can tell me all
about it.”

W['I‘H that I lifts him up by his collar

and leads him into the lib'ry, lockin'
the door behind me. Then I drops him into
an easy chair, hands him a fresh light for his
cigar, and camps down opposite.

“Now," says I, soothin' and confidential,
“what's the game, Wilbur?”

“Eh?” says he, gawpin' at me.

“Mr, Brumby,” says I, “it's time to 'fess
up. Where'd you collect that tin detective
badge?”

“T—I bought it,” says he.

“Right!” says I, “Now we're comin’ on.
And you knew about this dinner party
through overhearin' one side of a 'phone
conversation this afternoon, didn't you?”

Wilbur's jaw goes Hht'l\t r than ever. It's
sort nf a weak, foolish jaw, with the chin
runnin’ into the neck, and his eyes are the
unsteady, shifty kind, “How—how did you
know that?” says he,

“Simple,” says I. “I was at the other end
of the wire wlmn Mr. Steele consulted vou
.'i.hout Friday.”

“Then,” says he, starin' at me panicky,
“you—you're Prilfc'_-.*:ur .\I(:(_‘ﬂl)l_'?"

“Uh-huh,” says I. *And vou're Wilbur
Brumby, hero of that thrillin' yacht ad-
venture when you was kidnapped by Pyra-
mid Gordon. Got that out of some story
magazine, didn't you?"

Wilbur nods,

“ Just what was the facts of your row with
Pyramid?” I goes on. “You got the quick
fire one mornin’, I suppose, and came back
at him with some loose talk, and then—
what then, Wilbur?”

"Ho——hc kicked me nut, says Wilbur,

“It was a way he had,” says I. “But I
ain't blamin' you for feedin' Steele with lhc
kidnappin' yarn., He deserves it. And let’
sce—you work at some nu-!;a-l-in-lh(u:slm
Ium I place, don't you?"

“Yes, "ur savs Wilbur,

“Accordin’ to Mr. Steele you' re some kind
of manager,” says L. “NManagin® what?”

“The pies,” says Wilbur,

“Eh?” says 1.

“I'm behind the partition,” explains Wil-
bur,  “When a customer t: tkes out a piece
in front, I fill it up.

ST see, says I, “You're the automatic
pie loader, thé man behind the mince, What
sort of a job is that, Wilbur?”

“It—it's deadly, that's what it is!" he
flires out peevish, “Try it yourself once,

lie objects.

' says
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jo in behind there at seven o'clock in the
morning, and stand watching those blasted
little pie shelves, minute by minute, hour
after hour, until seven at night, when the
other shift comes on! That's all you'll see
in the pie pen,—them shelves in front and
the pie racks behind yvou. Now there's Scutt
Muller, of the sandwiches—he can gab all
he wants with Becky Rabowitz on the dish-
washin' machine, and Murs. Moran at the
tea and coffee urns,  They're always at it.
But I'm shut in with them blamed pies,—
upplv, cocoanut, pumpkin, and the rest.
Can't even see the customers out front, and
I only know when the rush hour Iwgnu by
the way the shelves empty.  It- ain't
human, that's alll 1'm no mae 1111w I got
tt'ululp and thoughts and-—and —

“And ambitions, ¢h?" savs 1, helpin® him
oul,

“Why, wves,™ savs he;
bitions, "

“Such as whal ?" says 1,

“We-e-c-11," sayy he kind of draggy, “T1—1
can't rightly tell maybe; but I-—I want to
see life, and be out where things are doing,
and have folks know who I am: not hid
away in a little pie coop where—"

get the idea," says I, “And after your
talk with Mr. Steele he took you somewhere
and blew you to a drink, didn't he?”

“'l‘() his club,” says Wilbur.

“Made you feel Iikc a reg'lar guy,
that did, I expect,” says I. “And when
he left vou you got to thinkin' '1hnut
t’:uc, dinner party of the Twombley-Cranes',
eh?

“T was wondering what it wnulrl he
like, at a swell country house,” admits
Wilbur,

“So you hunts us up?” I goes on, “But
from the read you couldn’t get much of a
view. Then you drifts in and-—sav, what
was it gave you that burglar hunch, any-
way?"

A shadow on one of the upstairs window
shades,” he admits sheepish. “I thought I
might be called into the dining room and
asked to tell about it while they sent for the
police. I didn't think the women would
make such a holy row.”

“What you wanted, Wilbur, was to pull a
sensation, eh?” says I, “Ain't that about
the size of it, now?"

“Ye-g-es, [ «.uppuxe it was,” says he. “But
that's no t‘rlme 18 1t.

“If it was,” savs I, “how many of us would
he out of jail? But there's other ways, Wil-
bur, of achievin' the limelight besides throw-
in' a scare into a perfectly good dinner party.
I'll admit you did it well, Mlakin' them
footprints was an artistic touch, But you're
wastin' your talents, Now how \muhl vou
like, for instance, to chuck the pie depart-
ment and go down to South America with a
movin' picture comp'ny?”

“Honest?" gasps Wilbur,

“Straight goods,” says L. “It's this way:
Me and Mr. Steele are commissioned to do
yvou a good turn on account of that hootin'
you got from Gordon, And Steele, he's
director in a concern that's just makin' up
an outlit to go down there and cook up a big
feature film, They're goin' to hlow up a
steamboat, wreck a biplane, start a forest
fire, and get a thousand-foot reel of a hand-
to- h.md battle with a boa constrictor, If
yvou'll take on the job, you can figure in a
Dig sensation about four times a week. And
think of the folks that'll he thrilled for
months after, the thousands watchin' the
reens—watchin' you! Eh? Now how about

Yol course—ame-

- Wilbur's bat ears almost flutter with emo-

tion as he leans forward listenin' eager,
“Could—could you get me out past that
fal woman?" he asks.

“The Countess? Sure!l” says [
“If you can, I'll take the job,” says he,
I DID too, smugglin' him out through the

back, But it took some explainin’ to
that Inilu,n it bunch of females when they
found I'd turned him loose.  Even after ['ve
shown 'em how Wilbur only did it to create
a little stir and get himself talked about,
I.]ln.'\’ was still mad as hops.

“The eolossal rm]nulvm ¢ of him!" snorts
Countess Carona.  “Throwing us all into a
panic merely to attract attention to his in-
signilicant, contemptible self!”

“Ah, have a heart, Countes:
Ain't we all more or less hungry for the spot-
light? Some of us gets in by -.m\m han-
ners at parades, others by wearin® a Hltu,]i‘-
barreled eyeglass, and some by Itl}';,nl
around chow dogs when they oo visiting,
Now Wilbur —"

“Shorty,” breaks in Sadie reprovin’, "l
think they want vou in the billiard room,

They didn't, of course; but [ finds a

" says I,
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Be the judge.
Try these samples
on your best silver

Electro Silicon
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used for 60
years with
most pleas-
ing results,
Contains
nothing that
caninjure the
finest surface,
Imparts a bril,
liant lustre in
little time, with
little effort on
your part, A
test will surprise
you, Let ussend
you samples,

Now made in Cream
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Lasts a Lifetime

Get the Cello and

I:ut an end to your

ot water bottle
troubles.

Easy to fill—easy

to handle—comly

::g%zﬂn as a pillow in its
asc extra | soft blue fannel
for1pint, bag—free with
ooe lox 8 every bottle,

ELO

HOT WATER BOTTLE

will last a lifetime—no chance for accident —cannot
burst, Lnukur leak., Made of Ainest brass, heavily nick-
led e polished, Cuorved to fie the I.tuqu
wiater can't harm the Cello.

Uy 4 erivctly
H.]l.llllﬂ) und seli-sterilizing,
Ask for the Cello ot your

Can be Illed from any faus
cebur Ketthe without slight
eab danger of sealding or

dmf or d-~u.|rl|m Ii‘:l 'nlilll;";- burning the hands,
prices 51 s sz 0and $3.00 AR CHAMER T0
respectively. WEEP HANILE COOL o]

Should yvou fail to find the RUBBER WASHER
Cello, order direct from us,

mentioning size wanted and

name of your dealer, and we

Jeliver by parcel post pre-  EXPANSION

. Your money back if yoii  BRONZE SPRING
not more than satisfied,

A, S.CAMPBELL CO,
2868 Commercial 8t,
Bopton, Masa,

LOCA SEAM

10 x 12 feet “Steelcote”
Edwards ready-to-use gare
age, $69.60 complete, Factory
r:u« Fi m-m *ortuble,
u'}ckl A I h."xli
an nm roges an
portable boildings, Semd
postal for fllustrated catalog,

The Edwards Mig. Co. 820-319 Egglnimive.,Cineinnatl, 0,

PALMER MOTORS and
LAUNCHES T.:,.,:I..n{t‘:‘l..,l:..:r
',','.:‘."..““"a |,'\"sl our P\-u‘n reduce
PALMER BROS,, cn Cob, C




